CLOUDS OVER FRANCE,  1918

After a few preliminary obscurings he was involved
in the grey deleting mist. The world had gone ;
dissolved into intangible chaos. Nothing had
form except the aeroplane and himself and
perhaps that queer circular ghost of a rainbow
that sat in the blankness in front. Every motion
had ceased, for all the roaring of the engine.
Nevertheless, he knew by experience that in this
no-world it was necessary to keep the pitot at
eighty or more, and the joystick and rudder
central, or bad sensations as of dizzy flopping
would follow. The mist grew darker. He put
his head in the office and flew by the instruments.
He kept the speed right, but he could feel that all
was not well, without being able to tell what
might be wrong. The mist brightened. He came
suddenly into sunshine. A cloudless blue vault
of sky arched over a gleaming floor of ivory rocks.
It was all around him in the twinkling of an eye,
and the grey chaos away in another universe, a
million light years or a few feet distant. The two
spheres were as close together and as far apart
as life and death. He saw that he was flying with
unintentional bank.

The bright glare of uncontaminated space and
the cold purity of the air had their usual exhilarat-
ing effect. He performed several rolls and con-
torted in nameless rudder-kicking spasms that
spun the sky and cloud-floor jerkily about; and,
satisfied that Y was not likely to fall to pieces,
he dropped to the floor and contour-chased over
its shining hillocks and among its celestial ravines.
This was not the majesty of cumulus, with its
immitigable towering heights and golden threaten-
ing ; its soul of fire and shadow; pile on pile of
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